EVENING

He picked up her limp hand and wrung it in a friendly-
way.

" I'll see you to-morrow at dinner," he reminded her.

" Oh, damn to-morrow," she cried in exasperation.
" What's the good of that ? "

Turning for an instant to glance back at her before he
vanished round the high screen he saw that her face was
puckered up in a rage of tears, her lip turned down like a
furious baby's. He hurried away. She looked quite ugly
crying like that.

When Waterlow hurried through the lobby of the hotel
he was aware of hoping that the porter had noticed the
earliness of the hour 5 and this self-consciousness helped
him to realize how grateful he ought to be to that telephone
for saving him from a such a wild indiscretion. His drive
in the car through the moonlit city gave him the exultant
relief that only those who have ever found themselves
safely escaping at last from physical danger will under-
stand. There had been one or two occasions off the
Anatolian coast when he had felt like this as the motor-
boat forged away from the bullets of some Turkish patrol
hidden at dawn in the olives above the shore. Quick
whinings in the air, thunder drops astern or leaping fish
ahead, and sometimes a thud on the sandbags, and once
a crash of glass in the cabin : then suddenly a sweet
serenity. That great green land which stretched hence
away to Pekin was losing itself in the golden dazzle of the
rising sun.

He felt now, as he leaned back in the car and let the
faint and tepid night breeze flutter round his closed eyes,
that never had his work here offered such a promise of
fruitfulness. Keats had an instinct for what was genuinely
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